ACT I.
SCENE I.   B^BINGTON'S LODGING* A VEILED

PICTURE ON  THE WALL.

Enter B \IUNGTON, TICHBORNE, TILNEV, ABINGTON,
SALISBURY, and BARNWELL.

Babmgton. Welcome, good friends, and welcome

this good day

That casts out hope and brings in certainty
To turn raw spring to summer.    Now not long
The flower that crowns the front of all our fai.ths.
Shall bleach to death in prison ; now the trust
Thai took the night with fire as of a star
Grows icd and broad as sunrise in our sight
Who held it dear and desperate once, now sure,
But not more dear, being surer.    In my hand
I hold this England and her brood, and all
That time out of the chance of all her fate
Makes hopeful or makes fearful: days and years,
Triumphs and changes bred for praise or shame
From the unborn womb of these unknown, are ours
That stand yet noteless here; ours even as God's
Who puts them in our hand as his, to wield
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